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The rain was not abating even after some days, but
when the skies did clear up, there was only damp wood
available for felling, which would not go even for a song.
But the woodcutter still started on his errand, with an
axe.

There was a small temple like structure in the forest,
built of wood, and in it was a forest Goddess, carved in
wood.

That day, when it caught the woodcutter's attention,
he went towards the Goddess. And as she was not rain
soaked, but dry as a bone, he was preparing to axe her
into piepes. With a sense of happiness that his family
can have food for the day, he raised his axe to chop her
off (as for him it was only dry wood and not a Goddess).
And lo, an ethereal voice was heard then.

The voice said, 'Dear one, why are you axing me?'

'Yes, I have to cut wood and earn for my daily
bread.'

'You want money, is it not?'
'Yes, please....'

'Look, I shall be dropping two coins before me. Take
them and satisfy your hunger,' said the voice and in an
instant the coins were there for the asking.

As the woodcutter picked up the coins with great
eagerness, the voice told him, 'Dear one, if you come
here like this daily, I shall continue to present you such
coins.'